Mikael and me in a fucking japanese love hotel 


Author: Skyfly3000 


Bands: Opeth 

Characters: Mikael Akerfeldt 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 

Genre: [Het] 


Updated: Mon Jan 0b 2020 15:30:16 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Teases 


Author's Notes: 

Need to get some shameless thirst fiction out of my system.. 

Please remember, that this is pure fiction The content is reality in the dark corners of the author's twisted 
mind only. P 

(I'm a young japanese lady, english is not my mother tongue, so forgive me if | make some minor mistakes 


here and there) 


"Our guitar tech Milton felt like taking some cocaine on our way to the Stockholm airport. The problem is, that 
the security officers.. they don't like obviously high people very much. He got arrested. Beaten up and 
Handcuffed. Sent to prison. 


So, we' ve got a step-in for these 3 shows in Japan" 


Oh, here we go again, Mikaels usual legendary comedy nonsense stage banter. 
This is the first time that | witness it myself in person instead of on YouTube or live DVD. Not on the 
audience-side of the show, like | had always expected for the last I2 years, but from behind the behind the 


scenes. | fell in love with Opeth when | was 8. A rebellious kid, | always was. Sneaked to dads computer to look 
up some obscure music. Pure deliverance from strict everyday life. The rest is history. Developed a huge 
crush on Mikael when | was about I5. Fantasies of weddings (and the following night) and hours of masturbation 


over his photos included. - Not that I've ever told anybody. 


Never got to see them live ‘till now, for my parents never permitted it. "How will society think of us if we let 
our one and only daughter attend such satanic events? The people there are no better than beasts! This isn't 


for you.” 


Now I'm adult - and hurrying to replace the broken string on Mikes main guitar, because he needs it back. 
That legend managed to tear a string of his back up instrument as well. - No 3 minutes after the first one. 
Luckily at the end of the song - The Lotus Eater, better known as guitar eater by now - this time. That 
particular song of theirs has always been doomed when it comes to technical trouble. 


And no, Milton didn't get arrested for drugs. He simply caught the flu the day before the tour set off. 


Summer is miles and miles away, it seems.. 
"You know, l'm doing this on purpose. Breaking strings. Just to see how fast she replaces and retunes them." 


Oh no, now the target of his teasing is me.. 


| feel myself blushing as | run out on stage in his direction, guitar in hand. | hope I'm doing my job well enough.. 
"We found her on a website for japanese schoolgirl prostitutes." 


| stop dead in my tracks. (The audience cracks up with laughter on my right side) 

WHAT DID HE SAY? 

Okay, | really need to get my own back. 

| can't let myself be shown up just like that. Not even by my biggest idol. 

But.. does that mean that he finds me hot? 

| mean, if he thinks I'm cute enough to be one of the kawaii girls.. and they tend to accept the prettiests only. 


"Ah - there she is already. Hil" 


He waves at me, a big, innocent smile in his face. (The audience cracks up again) 


Time to tease back: | summon all my courage and - just turn away to leave the stage - without giving him 
the guitar - while showing him my very best middle finger with my face probably redder than the reddest 
rose humanity has ever laid eyes upon. 


(The audience sounds like they're choking due to laughter by now) 


sings, completely out of tune, huge overblown gestures. | don't even know which song that's from. Might even 


be made up. Ugh, if only he really meant what he's singing there.. 


Okay, we might as well go the whole way around and actually kill the audience with laughter. Can this even get 
any worse? 

As l'm walking back on stage, face still feeling very hot and flushed, I'm wearing a smile on my face that is as 
much bright and innocent as obviously fake and simply stupid. 

Guitar exchange happens while both Mikael and | wear that kind of stupid grin on our face, without breaking 
eye contact. Stare battle. Okay. | can do this, | think. 

But Mikael just looks too goofy and adorable with his Akerstache twitching like that. My facial muscles are 
starting to hurt really bad. So | point somewhere a bit to the left (probably at about where Martin Mendez 
stands) - and he turns around. Hah, gotcha! That trick works on pretty much everyone. He looks pretty 
startled now. 

Awwwwww. 

Sowwy. 

Not. 

| stretch out my tongue at him and as soon as his new / old guitar is securely in place and his black and 
elegant hat back on his head, give him a pretty hard slap on his butt and waddle away. My ears really start to 
hurt from the audience's shrieks of laughter. How can't they be dead yet? | start to really enjoy all this 


teasing between us.. there's some tension happening, definitely. 


The other backstage folks receive me with back slaps and laughter, congratulating me that they've never seen 
any tech mess with Mikael like that, having the courage and creativity to stand up to his teasing and fight 
back. 

Slapping a grown man on the butt. One, | usually deeply respect, adore and worship and never gotten around to 
properly talk to yet (no time, everything was rushed). In Japan. Good thing that my family isn't here, watching. 
I'd like to touch that little hot butt for longer than a split second though... ugh. 


"An adorable and feisty little girl, isnt she? And a very good tech apparently, guitar's perfectly in tune." He 
plays each string once, to show everybody and raises thumbs and unibrow into my direction approvingly. And 
was that a genuine smile? Ugh, my knees are becoming soft. "Milton was waaay slower, always took his time 
fixing strings." He turns around, pointing a bit upwards. "Manager? Can we keep her and take her back with us 
to Sweden? She'd certainly fit into my suitcase. She's probably not even 5'0"" 


That's a fucking lie! And here | am, blushing again, like a tomato. 

"D"! lim Five-Foot-Onell" | shout at him, expecting it to get lost on the way due to the audience's laughter. But 
some mic, probably Fredriks, must've picked it up and the audience shrieks with laughter again. Mikael grins his 
typical Mikael-grin at me, pulling up the corners of his mouth the way only he does it. | feel like melting.. 


"You know, everything must come to an end. Like this show. The next song, which is also gonna be our last 
song for the evening," (Does the audience still believe that? They won't let Opeth go without having them seen 
playing Deliverance anyway.) "is called ‘Allting Tar’ " He turns around, faces me. "SLUT" And blows a kiss into 


my direction. 


Oh boi, | see. These 3 shows are gonna be an adventure on a whole new level. 


After the shows mock end, the band comes off stage, to take their little break before the encore. 

Fredrik comes first, a pitying look on his face, puts a hand on my shoulder. "Difficult start, hm? Mike's usually 
a nice person, he doesn't mean what he says on stage." 

"Don't worry, I've got a very thick skin. | think | got that its supposed to be just jokes." | reply. 

The rest of the band follows. Mikael comes last. 

| stand there, with my arms crossed, looking at him with a mock grim face. 

He simply copies my pose. 

After a few seconds of staring we both burst out laughing. This time, neither of us wins. 

He pads closer and puts his hand onto my shoulder as well. It's warm and tingles like crazy. The fuzzy feeling 
spreads out from there through my whole body within mere seconds. Most noticeably to where my legs meet. 
Oh.. so this is the first time we ever touch.. apart from the buttslap of course. Mikael.. my superhero... 
touching .. me.. ugh. | do feel a bit like fainting. | finally dare to look up to him, brown eyes meeting brown eyes. 
His are so gentle.. I've never noticed that before. He still has a slight sheen of sweat on his face from stage 
which makes him look shiny. | drink in every one of his features, from every flare of his slim nose when he 
takes a still panting breath to every drop of sweat at the ends of his so soft looking fine, brown and wavy 
hair. And his lips. His fucking soft looking lips, hidden beneath his Akerstache. I've wondered so many times how 
they'd feel on me.. and taste. 

"Are you okay?", he asks me, a cute concerned frown on his unibrow. Oops, seems like | stared like a dumb 
idiot.. and haven't noticed how my breaths sped up to pants. All because of a simple touch. | hope my thoughts 
weren't readable on my face.. The beginning of Supper's Ready from Steve Hacketts Genesis Revisited Il record 
that Mikael sang played in my head.. 


Walking across the sitting-room, | turn the television off 
Sitting beside you, | look into your eyes 

As the sound of motorcars fades in the night time 

| swear | saw your face change, it didn't seem quite right 
And its hello babe, with your guardian eyes so blue 

Hey my baby, don't you know our love is true 


If only, hahaha. 

"You seem a bit shaken up, maybe | shouldn't have used you as a laughing stock on stage. I'm really sorry, if | 
hurt you in any way. It was disrespectful as fuck of me to call you a prostitute or slut or make fun of your 
height." 

Wait a moment. Oh, he's jumping to a different conclusion there. | let him have it, he's really cute right now. 
And that masks my true thoughts. Good, good. 

"You know, | don't think much about what I'm actually saying when I'm on stage. | just try to be funny and talk 
absolute nonsense. | forgot that people in Asia are a more sensitive to these things than we fucked up 
Europeans are. And we haven't really met yet, the rest of our crew is used to me being an absolute turd. You 
did a fantastic job today, by the way.. And l'm rambling, | gotta go back on stage, that's my cue right there...” 
And he storms off again. Before | could even say a single word back to him. Awwwwwww, he's such a cute, 
shy, nervous and dorky gentleman. The intro of Sorceress is already playing and he arrives at his spot just in 


time for his spotlight. 


| watch him intensely all the time while he plays and sings. Every single little movement of his features and 
expressions. Every single note and hot, deep and knee softening growl. Just in case he breaks another string, 
you know? Totally not because | want to go to bed with him and let him fuck the hell out of me and this is 
probably the closest that | ever get to that particular dream. 

How can a person be so fucking absolutely 100% perfect? And those fucking big, veiny hands that write these 
songs and play the guitar so flawlessly.. how would they feel on my body? On my face, around my tiny waist 
or.. inside of me? Ugh, lm getting fucking horny and feel my face heating up again 

| start headbanging as soon as my favourite song of all time, Deliverance, starts to hide all of that. 
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After the show the band quickly disappeared into their dressing room for their infamous aftershow beer while 
| was busy packing up their gear, so there was no chance to get to know each other better. | took care of 
Mikaels gear first. | might or might not have touched my face to the places that were still warm from his 
touch while nobody was looking. Felt good. 


We're now standing outside of the venue, organising the transport of the bands gear to their hotel via cab, 
while the band talks to the fans that waited patiently and | look up a train connection back home, to Osaka, 
where tomorrow, another day of enjoyable work would await me. There was no need to book a hotel room for 
me. 


While I'm dialing the phone number of the cab company, a notification pops up on my screen: 


"Explosion at Tokyo Central Station due to gas leak - all trains cancelled for the night until further notice. 8 


people injured, investigations already taking place." 
"Okay, looks like that won't happen", | think out loud. 
"What won't happen?", inquiries the light guy, whose name | couldn't remember. 


"Me going home tonight, as Tokyo Central Station is.. kinda out of order at the moment", | reply, showing him 
the notification, translating. 

"Detouring via regional trains takes much much longer, is less reliable and simply not worth it", | explain 
further. "Which hotel will you spend the night in? It looks like | need to rent a room as well.” 


He goes asking the manager, since he has no idea. 


Meanwhile, | type a quick message to my parents that | can't come home tonight, but that they have no need 
to worry because the ‘big, evil and satanic guys' are with me and that l'm going to rent a hotel room. 


Then | resume my favourite activity: trying to observe my beloved hot Mike as much as possible without 


anyone noticing. 


So there he stands, the one and only Mikael Åkerfeldt, my favourite musician, biggest idol and crush over the 
last 5 years, looking so fucking hot in his black leather jacket not IO meters away from me, his probably 
wonderfully soft, warm breath steaming in front of him in the cold December air. | really start to feel cold. | 
really could use a warm hug of his now. 

My brain and memory tells me that I've worked with him today. Teased each other back and forth on stage. 
And that he smiled at me. That Senpai noticed me. Senpai knows | exist. He praised my work It still hasn't 
sunken in yet. It still feels so fucking surreal. 


He's constantly surrounded by fans that all want a piece of him as well. Every time he smiles at a nice 
comment or for a photo, my heart flutters. He truly has the most adorable and unique smile on the planet. 
And those tiny wrinkles around his eyes. So cute. 

And every time he touches a girl, putting an arm around her, my stomach and jaw tense up with jealousy and 


| wanna pounce and claim him for myself. 


The rational part of me knows that it doesn't make sense and that the gesture has no meaning, because he 
does that countless times with countless girls after each show. And that shouldn't get my hopes up, for | 
don't stand a chance anyway. There are too many other, older and way more attractive girls that speak english 
or swedish better and are more mature in general. And what's he supposed to do with someone that lives in 
Japan anyway, if he's living in Sweden? 

All | am feeling is a crush and hot and violent lust, not serious love. It can't be, since | hardly know him in 
person at all. But still.. it feels like every fiber of my being wants him, needs him.. just for myself. At least 
for a few moments. 


"You okay?", speaks the voice of the light guy from behind me. | jump and quickly turn around while doing my 
best to regulate my fast and shallow breathing. 

"Sure, why do you question that", | ask as casually as | can. That's the second time today that | was caught 
staring at Mikael. Darn. | need to be more careful. 

He looks back and forth between Mike and me, but shrugs it off. 

"By the way, we're staying in Hotel Atlas tonight" 

"WERE WHAT?!", | yell a tad louder than intended, shocked. 

"What's wrong with that hotel", he wants to know, carefully. | kinda know | have everybodys attention now. 

| just laugh out loud: "That's a love hotel. For couples that want to spend a hot night together. Who the hell is 
responsible for this? As far as | know there are no couples among us." Sadly, | add in my mind. 

Pretty much everybody around us burst out laughing, including the female Mike worshippers. And Mike 
himself. 


"Anyone wanna join us in our rooms tonight?", asks Mikael jokingly with a grin. "lim sure that ummm... Mr. 
Martin Mendez and Axe could do with some hot female company", he added with a glance that travels from 
his two randomly picked bandmates, who just look at each other startled, to the ladies, who just giggle. 


"m sure that it's our Mikael who needs it the most right now", states Fredrik, clapping Mikes shoulders from 


behind, looking amused. "Any volunteers?" 


Before the one particular girl, that has been eyeing Mikael as much as | have and has been trying to get his 
attention as much as possible, could make her move, the light technician speaks up: "Well, we've got that one 
girl that stays with us, but doesn't have a room yet. And she certainly has a thing for you, Mike. She couldn't 
keep her eyes off you." 


Oh no, here we go. Time to pull out my (poor) acting skills, | guess. 


"What? Really? Who", inquiries Mikael, visibly confused. 

"Your lovely little guitar tech, of course. And don't tell me you don't like her, Mike. There's been tension 
between you every time you two lay eyes on each other.", came the answer. 

Hah, if only... 

The girls giggle hysterically. | have to convince them of the opposite as the last thing | want is awkwardness 
between Mikael and me. My feelings must stay secret at all costs. 


"What? Dude, you drunk or something?", | retorted maybe a bit too sharply. "Its my fucking job to keep an eye 
on him just in case he needs something on stage. And Mike needs a way to entertain the audience. Nothing to 
do with attraction, | think." 

| give him the best resting bitch face that | can pull off. 


"Whoa, why are you so upset now, girl? | was just joking! And by the way, you've watched him like a hawk off 


stage as well", he continues to corner me. 


"Can you imagine that | might be just a tiny bit stressed out right now?", | emphasize by showing him a tiny 
space between my thumb and index finger. "I mean, my way home is obstructed and I've got annoyed parents 
that still haven't realised that I've been adult for a couple of years", | add while holding up my phone showing 
a pile of angry spam. | kinda regret saying that. | made myself look like a tiny kid.. and mid 40s Mikael certainly 
won't want to fuck a tiny kid. But it's not like | stand a chance anyway. Why do | even have my hopes up? 


"You didn't tell them in which hotel we're staying, did you?", Mike asks me, amused, finally looking at me again. | 
smile at him, just can't help it. 


"Hell no! They'd kill me and feed me to the crows. | gave them a five star business hotels name. Mikael, who's 
responsible for the booking?" | grinned. 
He grinned back sheepishly. 


"That must've been our manager. No idea why he did this. l'm fine with it, as long as the bed's cozy and I'm fit 
tomorrow for Osaka." 
His pronunciation of japanese city names must be about the cutest thing in the world Apart from everything 


else about him. 


A voice comes up from behind me: "Well.. | didn't see what kind of hotel that was. Didn't do enough research 
apparently.", the tour manager explains through gritted teeth. "I just saw the outside of the hotel online, good 
ratings that were all in japanese though. There was no further info on that particular page in english. | thought 


it looked fine, saw the low price and just did it. So it wasn't much more than just an accident. A pretty funny 
one, though", he finishes. "We will simply book another room for you once we're there. | hope you don't have a 
problem with that." 

"IFs all fine, thanks", | reply as the cabs arrive and the band says their goodbyes to the fans. 


| always imagined it to be amazing to sit right next to Mikael in a cab, chatting away while the lights of 
nighttime Tokyo are flashing by. Instead, it proves to be pure torture. Because my mind is somehow unable to 
distinguish between the Mikael in my dreams, MY Mikael, and the real, very unavailable Mikael. Especially if 
there's a light technician that already suspects something sitting behind me and almost breathing down on my 


neck, probably observing my every move. 


"So have you ever been to a hotel like that?", Mike inquiries, looking at me, hands relaxed in his lap. | start 
blushing once again. What the hell? 


"No, not me", | reply shyly, looking at my own hands. "Some of my friends have, though." 

"So your name is Skylar, isn't it?", he continues to engage the conversation 

Okay. Don't revel in how he says your name. In how perfect it sounds. Not now. You'll have all the time you 
need for that later tonight as soon as you're alone in a love hotel room crying your eyes out and going insane 
because your crush is so close, yet so far. Just act normally around him. For once! 

"Yep, correct. And yours was.. eh .. Lars Bubba Ulrich-Smith, the sexy beast?" 

Oh lord, did | really just call him that? 

~ Yeah, apparently. 

"Told you she finds you sexy, Mikel", the light guys head appeared over our seats. 


"Shut upl", | reply, slapping him lightly on his head blindly. 


Mikael just ignores him, snorting: "How do you even know my real and full name? I've kept it secret from 


pretty much everybody’ 

"Telepathy: 

"Hmm, looks like someone has watched the Opeth live DVDs", he adds with a wink 

"Sure. A thousand times. I've been a really big fan of yours for a really long time, you know... 


"Is this another joke, or serious, this time?", he asks, now permanently turning his head in my direction, smiling 


gently. 


"Serious. Since | was 8 | love a lot of bands, lots of different kinds of music, but for me, there's no one like 


Opeth. Your music has a special place in my heart, unmatched by anyone else. And now l'm here, doing the 


guitar tech for you. Still feels quite a bit surreal to be honest..", | open up a slight bit, smiling back, scratching 
the back of my head. 


He pinches himself in the cheek, then he pinches mine, soothing over the spot with his thumb right after, then 
taking away his hand again way too soon It's so warm despite the cold.. 

"Feels pretty real to me", he chuckles, messy curls bouncing around his face. Sooo cute. 

| take my left hand out of my pocket for him to see and maybe, just maybe, to grab. The light technician 


couldn't see it from his angle. 


‘I'm just glad you're a lot more respectful than those ridiculous fangirls that come running at us screaming in 
a annoyingly high voice with their phones out asking us for 3000 selfies and recordings of greetings for their 
friends, asking us for autographs on.. various parts of their bodies like we're some kind of superstars. Or gods. 


Or just making a move on us." 


So he's glad l'm not making a move on him? So he doesn't like me that way at all? What about all the joking and 
smiling between us? | feel the wave of intense pain being sent out from my heart into every part of my body. 
That really stings.. but why? | mean there hasn't been real hope anyway. But actual rejection is something else, 
| guess. | pull back my hand. | just mustn't show my emotions on my face. Musin't cry. 


"Well, l'm a grown woman with a brain in her head that knows that you're just humans that deserve privacy, 
peace and quiet as well as everyone else", | tell him with a fake smile, shrugging, trying to keep my voice from 
shaking, turning my head away, closing my eyes to hide the tears that start seeping into my eyes. Stop being 
such a whiny bitch, Sky. Luckily it's dark in here. 


"You okay?", | hear his concerned voice in my left ear. | see his painfully adorable unibrow frown in front of 
my inner eye already. 

If he knew what I've been dreaming about every day for the last 5 years.. about him, my beloved Mikael.. 
He'd probably be filled with disgust at me. 

"Yeah, just really exhausted", | reply quietly, hands clenched hidden inside my pockets. 


Oh, I'm just so glad that there's no traffic jam today. 
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"We're sorry, there are no rooms left. Everything is booked up. You usually have to book a few days in 
advance to get a room here", we were told by the lady at the reception in an annoyed voice in japanese and | 
quickly translated. Her face was hidden behind a barrier to maintain visitors anonymity, only her hands clad in 


white gloves were visible. 


We're currently in a very posh entrance hall with two receptions and big screens showing off the interior of 
the fancy hotel rooms with their respective prices. | try to keep my thoughts from drifting into a certain 
direction.. especially as | saw leather straps on the posts of one of the beds. 


The band and the crew are waiting for us patiently, munching the food they just bought outside of the hotel 
and talking merrily, sitting on big and fluffy red couches on blue and green carpets on top of a light grey 
marble floor. They're surrounded by fancy, exotic fish tanks and with a fat golden chandelier with fake candles 
dangling over their heads. Mike must love this as he likes posh stuff a lot.. He said so himself when he chose 
the golden mechanics for his red signature PRS guitar. 


| didn't pick up food, as | didn't want anybody to suspect that | was teary. And | wanted to stay away as far as 
possible from Mike. So | didn't move much. He must be sitting there too, Mikael, as cheerful as the others, like 
nothing was wrong. The truth is, | didn't look at him a single time since we left the cab. At least, | tried. 
Because everything is wrong. My greatest desire so near and so far and unavailable at the same time. | try to 
distract my thoughts elsewhere, but only dark thoughts come up. I'm heading from one dark place to the next 
and circling back around. 


‘'m glad that you're not one of those fangirls that make a move on us", he said to me. 


| see the tour manager looking at me expectantly. 


‘Oh sorry, did you just say something? | was kinda zoned out, too exhausted”, | philosophize, embarrassed. 
"Haha, we're trying to organise you a bed right now and you fall asleep on your feet?", Steven snorted. 


‘lm sorry..", | emphasize. 


He takes a deep breath: "Well, | said that it looks like you need to share somebodies room if you don't want to 
go looking for a different hotel in the middle of the night. And | would not like to let you go out in the state 
you're in right now. There must be a free space in someones room, because we were an uneven number of 


people. Are you okay with that?" 


"Yeah sure, | don't care much about who I'm sharing with to be honest, | just want to pass out” And cry in 


peace licking my wounds as soon as the other person is asleep, | add in my mind. 


"Are you sure you're okay? Is there any problem with somebody from the team or the band? You look a bit 
distressed. If that's the case, I'm the person to reach out to", he inquiries quietly, putting a hand on my 
shoulder. Hah, if he knew... 

But am | really that obvious? Fuck. 


| of course assure him that there's no kind of issue. Just exhaustion and too little sleep. 


He convenes the whole team, telling them about the situation and asks who shares with whom. 
Everyone finds their partner quickly, the pairs instantly leaving for the elevators. The shuffling reminds me a 
lot of school kids forming lines of two before entering class, most of them communicating via eye contact and 


a few others calling out names. 


Manager Steven shares with the merch guy whose name | still didn't get. Always these swedish names. Hard to 
memorize because they're so different from ours. Well, apart from Mikael, | had his name etched into my 
brain upon hearing it for the first time... 


The annoying light guy, Magnus, leaves beside my college Sami, drum and keyboard tech. Luckily | don't have to 
share with Magnus since he'd never stop pestering me about Mike. 

Fredrik goes together with Axe and Martin Mendez with Joakim. 

And that leaves only.. oh no. 


| find myself next to Mikael. 

Of all people. 

Fuck. 

This night is going to get even more difficult now. 


How cruel can fate actually be? Did he choose me or was | the only one left? 


"Hi", he grins at me as if everything was alright. Well, for him it is, | guess? 
"Do you mind sharing with me? | swear, | don't bite. | can sleep on the floor if you want", he asks... 


respectfully? 
"But you snore really loudly!", Fredrik yells back over his shoulder, making his way to the elevators, carrying 
his gear. 


Thanks Fred, you just saved me from a very awkward moment. 


"That was when | was a heavy smoker! Now it only happens when I'm either super drunk or my nose is all 


blocked up!", Mikael yells back at Fred. "And | don't think I'm either of these, am |?", he asks me rhetorically, 


chuckling. How can this man be so bloody cheerful when I'm so close to having an anxiety attack? 


"As long as you didn't catch Miltons flu, that is!", | tease back, fake grinning at him. 
Doesn't Mike even want to share a huge bed with me? Am | really that horrible? 


"Ugh, let's hope not. | met Milton a few days before the tour kicked off to test some amps.. 
So do you mind sharing the room with me?", he asks me again 


"Nope, it's fine", | lie, covering up my despair with yet another fake smile. It's not that | have a choice anyway, 
if | refuse people will wonder why. Besides, there's nobody left in the lobby apart from Mike and me and 


refusing would cause chaos. 


| help carrying our gear to the left elevator which already was on the bottom floor to our luck, so we got 
straight in. A part of me loves walking next to him because he's so tall and somehow make feel safe and 
protected despite everything.. but another part of me wants to pounce at him, grab and hide him while 


shooting lasers out of my eyes at anyone who lays eyes upon him. 


As we rush up to the sixth floor, | start feeling really really hot. | mean, I'm alone in an elevator with my 


crush. And | mustn't show neither my love and lust, nor my agony. What if the elevator got stuck? 


It didn't. But as we leave the elevator, we grab the guitar case at the same time.. and our hands touch. | 
almost jump with surprise at the warm and tingling feeling, taking a sharp breath. Help, I'm paralyzed. My heart 
is making backflips in my chest. Can't pull back my hand. But.. he doesn't pull his back either. What the hell is 


even going on? ls this even real? 


| slowly turn my hot and blushed face to him and see him staring at our hands. And did his eyes just glaze 
over? Only my imagination, or simple exhaustion? Mikael blinks and slowly moves his gaze towards me. The 
glaze is gone, but there's a shine there now. And a gentle smile. And is that a little blush on his cheeks as 
well? That looks.. so goddamn adorable. Oh, why are you so angelic, Mikael? 


Still unable to move, | stare at him shocked. | quickly try to close my mouth as discreetly as possible. 


Mike obviously tries to suppress a chuckle. 

"C'mon, lets get some rest" 

He pulls away and picks up his gear by himself, but not without giving the back of my hand a rub with his 
thumb and winking at me. 


Okay, what the hell? How the fuck should | behave now? 


We march to our room, carrying our stuff in companionable silence. It's room b9. Of course it is. Oh, how | 
crave for doing that with him.. sucking him off with relish while he licks me to heaven. This night is going to 


be a true test of my resolve. 


Explore 


"Interesting, isn't it?", asks Mikaels amused voice from behind me, while | was exploring the content of the 
cupboard and drawers while he was showering. 

Startled, | turn around quickly, red strap on dildo still in hand. 

"Hey, | was just looking for.. oh." My voice falters. 


He's wearing nothing apart from a white towel that's wrapped low around his hips and threatens to slide off 
any moment. Dripping curls are wetting his smooth and broad shoulders. Does he even realize how fucking hot 
he is? | can't help myself, | just can't take my eyes off his slim frame and the shape of his collarbones, ribs 
and hips that are slightly visible under his perfectly pale and smooth skin 


And then there's still this cute belly button on his flat and soft belly for my eyes to explore. And those tiny 
hard nipples that are just begging for some licking and sucking. 


Oh fuck.. fuck fuck fuck. Waaant. | gotta resist.. resist that urge to just pounce and push him onto the king 
sized bed to slap the hell out of his tiny ass for making me lose control like that. Until every one of his 
breaths comes in a horny sob, he stops resisting me and begs for mercy. Then I'd crawl on top of him and 
fuck him with that red strap on in a way he's never been fucked before, making him groan deeper and louder 
than ever before, grab the sheets until his knuckles turn white and toss around in pleasure uncontrollably. Oh 
god.. please. | would give anything to have him like that. Even if it's only for a few moments. Absolutely 
anything. 


A small part of my brain knows that l'm giving myself away by staring at him like this, but the rest of it 
doesn't care anymore at this point. Every inch of my body yearns for Mikael. Every inch of my pussy throbs 
in anticipation of his cock. lt doesn't realize that there's probably no chance that it gets the only cock it ever 
wanted. And that things are probably gonna get really awkward now. 


"What were you looking for anyway? You kinda broke off mid-sentence.", a frowning Mikael inquiries, pulling me 


back into reality, him looking like his brain puzzles things together. Fuck. He's fidgeting slightly. 


"Eeeh, a pyjama. | didn't bring any stuff, you know.', | stutter, feeling drool on my lips and chin. Oh fuck... did | 
really drool all over myself? | thought this couldn't happen in real life outside of Manga or Anime. Can this 
even get any worse? 

| look down on myself. Okay, at least there's no giant puddle at my feet. That at least is something positive, | 


guess? 


"Hmm, | think | saw some clothing in one of the other drawers, when | was exploring while you were in the 


shower.", he proposes with a wink. 


Oh. So he explored the contents of this room as well? What did he think about this particular drawer full of 
toys? Did he maybe think of .. me? ‘Rubbish’, that voice in my head says. ‘He'd never want you, who would 


even want you? We both know that no one ever made a move on you. No boy or man has ever asked for your 


phone number. And you're twenty now. That's fucking poor" 

But why did he just ignore the fact that | was actually drooling when | saw him half naked? 

‘Probably trying to keep the situation as far from awkward as possible: 

And that hand touch outside of the elevator.. what the hell was that? 

The voice lacks an explanation for this. 

"And yeah, sorry, | kinda forgot | was sharing the hotel room.. forgot to take my payama with me into the 
bathroom. Poor you looked so shocked to death when you saw me. | hope you aren't traumatised by my old 
scrawny body.", he apologizes, pulling his faded Napalm Death shirt over his head, covering up the best sight | 
ever had in my life. 


Ouf. Misinterpreted once again, lucky me. 


"Eh no. Not traumatised. Eh... was just the first time | saw a mon ... like that", | stutter with a burning face 
while opening the drawer Mike pointed at. Well, at least that truth is out now. 


"Oh. l'm sorry it had to be me." 

"Eeeeeh Mike?", | question him startled What the fuck. Does he really expect me to wear that? 

"Yeah?", he replies with a grin, already lying in bed, covering himself with the single blanket. 

"Is there a chance you want a hot santa clause in bed? Or a nylon cat? Or a good old classic nurse?", | ask 
him, the costumes in question that are little more than an assemble of colored straps, very short skirts and 
sometimes bras dangling from my hands, a gleam in my eyes. 


"Uuuh. Seems like | didn't look properly..", he fidgets, swallowing. "But you know, a black nylon cat..." 


"Well, if you do, try to put them on yourself", | interrupt. "One on top of another if you wish. This is not the 
cozy payama | had hoped for.", | tease him with a grin, throwing the stuff at him. 


"Hey, you scoundrel", he giggles, pulling the sexy santa skirt from his head that was covering his eyes. He's 
looking absolutely hilarious. He then proceeds to throw the stuff back at me. | put it back into the drawer. 


"Do you want to have one of my shirts for the night?", he inquiries. "Dont worry, they're all fresh." 
"Sure", | reply, slightly giggling. Oh my fucking god.. one of his shirts. Sadly it won't have Mikaels scent on it.. 


He gets back up, walks over to his suitcase with the lovely shape of his butt visible through his boxers as he 
kneels down and pulls out a washed out dark red shirt and a pair of old grey cotton pants and tosses them 


over. 


"Ah, Comus. Good band", | comment on the shirts almost invisible logo while | disappear into the bathroom to 


change. 


Despite the stuff being freshly washed, | inhale their smell and enjoy the foreign laundry detergents gentle 
smell before putting them on 


Ugh. It somehow doesn't fit into my thick skull that this exact fabric has touched Mikes skin many times the 
way it now touches mine. | can't help but run my hands down my body, enjoying the feel of Mikaels fabric on 
my skin. From the slight swell of my now braless breasts, my flat belly, over my small japanese ass and finally 
between my legs. Enveloped in the mysterious and lovely scent. My underwear feels fucking cold from inside 
wetness. Oh great, | just showered.. thanks Mikael. 


| sit down on the fake fur carpet and shove my right hand under the waistband of his pants to meet my 
dripping pussy for some quick relief. I'm going to need the whole capacity of my brain when I'm about to share 
a bed with Mikael to resist naughty ideas. 

My thumb starts flicking at my clit and | gasp at the intensity of the feeling enhanced by Mikes presence and 
all the excitement.. As two fingers slide into the moist warmth | fail to suppress a tiny moan 

"Mikaell" 

Oh fuck. | hope he didn't hear me. 

"You okay in there?", his voice questions pretty close to the door. 


"Surel" 


Fuck. How much did he hear? Hopefully he didn't hear a thing and just wondered why | take so long. | need to 
get out again. Fuck. 


| get up quickly and flush the toilet to deceive him. | splash my face with cold water trying to get rid of the 
red flush. But that wasn't working out well. 


Darn, now I'm even more horny. That didn't work out well. 

| exit the bathroom, stumbling over the way too long pants and looking back wistfully at the big clean bathtub 
with the little side table that has two glasses and a bottle of red wine standing on top. l'm a sucker for that 
stuff. And | know Mike is too. But | have the feeling that drinking would be a really bad idea in my situation 


He's standing in front of the window fumbling at a small device on the sill that's making some weird hissing 


noises. "What the hell is this?" 


"That's a karaoke machine.", | reply. 


He continues to fumble, clueless to how it works. 3 big question marks almost visible over his head. 


Adorable. 


"Well, you gotta choose a tune or connect your phone if you want to get anything out of that thing except for 
white noise.", | giggle. 


"Help, it's all in japanese. And where are the mics?" 


He turns his head, facing me. 
"Well, one Mike is here." | slap him on his back, trying to distract him from my tomato face with a bad pun. 


He chuckles. "At least not on my ass this time." 
Darn, he still looks at me. Those beautiful sparkling doe eyes.. 


| fidget under his steady gaze. 
| finally look away. 
And I'd love to touch your ass again, Mike. 


| pluck the mics from the back of the machine and give one of them to Mikael to his surprise. "How can 


anyone actually see them back there?" 


"Now we have to choose a song. Hmmmmm." 
| don't want to sing an Opeth song. That would be too obvious. Not an interesting choice. 


l'm gonna sing together with HIM. Oh my fucking god, part of my brain still doesn't realise what's happening 
right now. | can't even sing. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. 


There is one particular song that's basically a love declaration. And | know that he knows how to sing it 
because he sang part of it on the rerecording of it. Huh, I've always imagined that Mike was singing to me in 
particular when | listened to it, but that doesn't surprise anyone, | guess. 


I'm talking about Supper's Ready by Genesis of course. 


| quickly find an instrumental version on YouTube and connect my phone to the old device, not caring to 


connect to the Wifi before because | feel like hurrying. 


Then | hit play. 


